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Author's Notes: 
This was posted on a Pink Floyd RP tumblr a while ago, but never here. Since you all liked my last story, | 
thought I'd post this little collection of mostly-drabbles. Various Syd pairings. Enjoy! 


SPRING 1965 


| kissed Roger on the train from Cambridge to London. I'm not sure why | did it. It was springtime, and our 
train passed through a countryside in full bloom as Roger and | talked and laughed about anything and 
everything- music, friends, our futures. On the train with my closest friend, riding together in the late 
afternoon light, anything seemed possible. We were young and free, and as Roger's green eyes glittered in the 
sun, | thought he was the most beautiful man I'd ever seen. Without a second thought, | leaned across the 


compartment to kiss him quickly, even as he smiled. 
SUMMER 1965 


| kissed David in an alley behind one of the fine hotels of St. Tropez, dreaming of the luxurious rooms inside 


that we could never afford. But here we were, with our fantasies of fame and fortune slipping away like so 
much sand through our fingers. We'd brought nothing but our guitars and enough money to pay the train 
fare, and we hadn't had a decent meal in days. I'd slept under a bridge the night before, and David had gone to 
find food- where he planned to find it, he didn't tell meHe returned in the morning, eyes bloodshot and mouth 
unsmiling, but with a small cardboard container of bread and cheese for us to share. With the gratitude of a 
starving man to his saviour, | kissed him as he held me, two boys alone in the wide world. 


WINTER 1966 


| kissed Rick in our flat in London, the one the band all shared. It was the night before my twentieth birthday, 
and | watched as the winter snow blanketed the city, purifying it with its whiteness before the city tainted the 
snow a dull grey color. Our flat was small and cheap, and the heat was broken more often than it worked. In 
search of warmth, | crawled under a pile of blankets and quilts with Rick. Christmas and the New Year had left 
us in better spirits than usual, and we found ourselves cuddled together, my hands tangled in his light brown 
hair, his soft, pale voice murmuring sweet nothings in my ear.| kissed him at midnight- a small way of 


starting my next year of life on the right note. 
AUTUMN 1967 


| kissed Nick before a concert in Los Angeles. | was feeling miles away from anywhere on that tour, lost in the 
vastness and emptiness that was all | remembered of America. Each night, my band was so far behind me | 
could barely hear them, and the audience so far in front that | couldn't see them. | was so nervous I'd forget 
to play, or | wouldn't be able to bear the harsh stares and I'd walk off before we were supposed to finish. | 
tore open the foil-wrapped sugar cube in my pocket and popped it into my mouth to calm my nerves, watching 
as my surroundings slowly changed from the alien to the familiar. As we walked out onstage for the sound 
check, | put an arm around Nick's shoulder and kissed him quickly, hoping that a connection to my most reliable 
bandmate would stop me from drifting away. 


